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“Late  again,”  shouted  a  deep  voice 
as  I  entered  the  main  door  of  M.  N. 
A.  S.  “Say,  one  of  these  days  you’ll 
get  left  out  altogether.  Why  don't 
you  pull  yourself  together  and  get 
here  on  time  once  in  a  ;while.  Come, 
Idiot,  don’t  stand  there  staring.  Step 
this  way  and  make  it  snappy.”  This 
was  all  spoken  by  a  great  green  frog 
which  was  arrayed  in  a  uniform  simi¬ 
lar  to  that  worn  by  our  train  con¬ 
ductors.  1  had  no  time  to  refuse  for 
I  was  shoved  most  ungraciously  into 
a  dark  opening  and  a  door  somewhere 
behind  me  was  slammed  shut.  The 
vehicle  in  which  I  found  myself 
started  to  move  very  slowly  at  first 
but  soon  it  was  going  so  fast  I  could 
hardly  breathe.  “Where  are  we  go¬ 
ing?”  I  screamed.  “Shut  up,”  came 
a  voice  from  some  one  behind  me 
while  at  the  same  time  he  adminis¬ 
tered  a  sound  slap  on  my  ear.  “Don’t 
talk  to  the  motorman.” 

At  length  I  recovered  enough  to 
realize  that  I  was  traveling  very  rap¬ 
idly  down  a  long  tunnel  which  was 
lighted  on  either  side.  Now  and  then 
I  could  catch  glimpses  of  pictures 
which  I  noticed  as  my  eyes  became 
more  accustomed  to  the  light  were 


historic  in  nature  and  seemed  to  be 
going  backward  in  chronological  or¬ 
der.  The  picture  I  first  noticed  was 
evidently  dealing  with  the  French 
Revolution.  But  the  scene  was  grad¬ 
ually  changed  and  I  found  myself 
looking  at  Egyptian  decorations.  Sure 
enough  there  were  the  Children  of 
Israel  wandering  in  the  wilderness. 
As  I  was  thus  occupied  it  startled  me 
greatly  to  shoot  suddenly  out  into 
the  open  and  come  to  an  abrupt  stop 
in  front  of  the  queerest  looking  build¬ 
ing. 

“Noah’s  Ark.  End  of  the  line.  All 
change.”  kerchunked  the  Green  Frog, 
whereupon  I  was  given  one  mighty 
shove  which  sent  me  sliding  and  slip¬ 
ping  and  sprawling  into  the  above 
mentioned  edifice.  Imagine  my  utter 
astonishment  at  beholding  all  of 
M.N.A.S.  as  guests  and  Noah  and  his 
wife.  Such  fun  they  were  all  having 
too  ! 

In  the  center  of  the  room  there  was 
a  large  Christmas  Tree,  which  glis¬ 
tened  all  over  with  star-dust,  and 
hosts  of  little  white  packages  exactly 
the  same  size  and  shape. 

The  Freshmen  seemed  more  inter¬ 
ested  in  the  tree  than  any  other  group 
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for  they  stood  around  it  peering  curi¬ 
ously  into  its  branches.  Mr.  Ray 
stood  apart  in  a  corner  entertaining 
our  host  by  suggesting  the  ways  and 
means  of  improving  the  ark.  In  fact 
our  worthy  instructor  advised  re¬ 
building  the  houseboat  entirely.  He 
was  backed  enthusiastically  by  his 
classes  who  stood  listening  to  the 
conversation  with  great  pride  while 
now  and  then  they  applauded  wildly. 

“I  must  digress  and  tell  you  a 
story,”  shouted  some  one  from  an¬ 
other  corner.  Sure  enough  there  was 
Air.  George  and  all  his  classes  with 
poor  Hal  as  usual  inundated  with  la¬ 
dies  Before  Mr.  George  could  say 
more,  a  voice  from  another  group  of 
would-be  artists  sang  out,  “Ladies  and 
gentlemen,  there  will  be  no  school 
Saturday,”  at  which  every  one  shrieked 
with  laughter.  The  poor  frog,  nearly 
exploded.  For  my  part  I  always 
knew  that  was  an  old  joke  but  I  was 
surprised  to  learn  that  it  originated 
in  the  Ark.  At  any  rate  Aldo  had  his 
little  say. 

“Now  when  I  was  in  the  Beaux 
Arts,”  chimed  in  Mr.  Hamilton — he 
got  no  farther.  There  was  a  grand 
bustle  and  commotion  as  Mr.  Andrew 
burst  into  the  room  demanding  in  ex¬ 
cited  tones,  “Where’s  my  skeleton? 
Has  any  one” — “Ah  ha  she  cried,” 
sang  out  Air.  Alajor  doing  a  fantastic 
stunt  as  he  surveyed  Mrs.  Noah  from 
top  to  toe.  Interesting,  humph,  very 
interesting!  Where  did  you  come 
from,  Timbuctoo?  Cuckoo,  Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo.” 

I  noticed  Walter  Bennet  standing 
on  an  elevation,  high  above  the 
crowd,  looking  anxiously  through  a 
rectangular  hole  in  a  small  piece  of 
heavy  cardboard.  “What’s  the  mat¬ 
ter,  Walter,”  I  asked.  “Aw  Gee  Whiz, 
I  am  trying  to  find  Alarcia  but  this 
darn  finder  doesn’t  work.”  Miss  Whit¬ 
tier  was  there  with  all  the  teachers. 
They  seemed  to  me  the  best  behaved 
group  of  all.  “WAL-ter,  has  any  one 


seen  my  Walter,”  called  some  one  be¬ 
hind  me.  I  wondered  who  it  could 
have  been,  but  before  I  could  find  out 
my  attention  was  attracted  by  Leon 
Fowler  who  was  shouting,  “I  shall 
be  glad  to  give?advice  free  to  any  one 
here,  espcially  the  Seniors.”  Now 
wasn’t  that  nice  and  modest? 

Elmer  Hall  tried  his  best  to  get  his 
Ford  inside  the  Ark  but  unfortunately 
for  him  Fred  Russell  had  clogged  the 
machine  all  up  with  art  gum.  It  was, 
however,  fortunate  for  us  I  think,  ac¬ 
cording  to  reports  I  near  of  narrow 
escapes  certain  Seniors  have  had  on 
Central  Square.  Afterwards  we 
crowned  Fred  High  Mugwump  of  Of¬ 
ficial  Gummers. 

At  this  point  it  was  announced  that 
the  real  entertainment  -  would  begin. 
We  were  all  seated  as  -Fred  Robinson 
and  his  Teddy  Bears  started  the  pro¬ 
gram  by  singing,  “We  like  our  hostess 
but  we  don’t  Noah.”  (know  her) 
None  of  us  found:  out  which  ending 
was  intended  but .  the  song  was  very 
well  rendered.  Mr.  Farnum  then 
gave  us  a  short  talk  on  beauty,  while 
Mr.  Wilder  took  the  opportunity  to 
remind  us  of  our  various  deficiencies. 

The  next  number  was  a  short  sketch 
given  by  several  of  the  AL  N.  A.  S. 
students,  including  also  one  instruct¬ 
or.  The  cast  was  as  follows  : 

Russian  Dancer  . Millie  Black 

Flopper  Doll  . Eleanor  Holland 

Athletes  of  the  1925  model 

Virginia  Carton,  Polly  Goodrich 
A  Walrus  ..Menges  with  his  Mustache 
A  Sweet  Young  Unsophisticated 

Maiden  . Helen  Hicks 

A  Dark  and  Dangerous  Caveman 

Villain  . Lee  Court 

The  Hero  . Mr.  Brewster 

The  play  was  a  great  success.  After 
leading  us  through  the  usual  amount 
of  harrowing  suspense,  Mr.  Brewster 
at  last  rescued  Helen  by  smothering 
Lee  in  a  Batik  Scarf.  Rohn  Cam¬ 
pion,  Linda  Pray,  Dick  Brown  and 
Alary  Brackett  were  to  give  us  an 
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exhibition  of  correct  jazz  but  Rohn 
wouldn’t  play.  He  says  he  dances 
with  Senior  girls  only.  Since  this 
part  of  the  program  had  to  be  omitted 
Bozo  very  kindly  filled  in  by  giving  us 
a  wierd  execution  of  the  sixty-third 
Hungarian  ecstasy.  Mr.  Wallace  then 
gave  us  a  little  talk  on  chickens,  af¬ 
ter  which  it  was  announced  to  every 
one’s  hearty  approval  that  Cecelia 
Hawley  had  very  kindly  prepared  a 
lunch  for  us  which  would  be  served 
as  soon  as  the  Blue  Bells  rang.  Every 
one  seemed  happy  except  Dorothy 
Slader  who  looked  a  little  lonesome. 
After  seeing  her  cast  longing  glances 
at  the  third  finger  on  her  left  hand 
I  guessed  the  reason.  Carl  wasn’t 
there.  Red  Henderson  and  Marion 
Kendrick  weren’t  exactly  happy  look¬ 
ing  either.  Perhaps  they  had  Dot’s 
trouble  too. 

As  we  started  toward  the  great  long 
table  which  held  the  most  desirable 
articles  at  that  particular  minute, 
namely  food,  I  stumbled  over  an  ob¬ 
ject  on  the  floor  and  nearly  fell. 
There  lay  Loyal  Faunce  snoring  for 
all  he  was  worth  and  in  the  midst 
of  all  that  uproar.  “How  can  he  do 
it?’  I  breathed.  “He  is  drunk,” 
croaked  the  Frog.  “Drunk!”  I  ex¬ 
claimed,  “An  M.  N.  A.  S.  man  drunk 
in  these  days  of  Prohibition !”  “I 
know  not  what  thou  meanest  by  Pro¬ 
hibition,”  said  Noah  who  was  stand¬ 
ing  by  my  side.  “But  the  youth  hath 
become  inebriated  with  the  fancied 
immensity  of  his  own  largeness.”  At 
this  the  Frog  wept  bitterly. 

Noah  quite  approved  of  the  Davis- 
Liddell  Company  Harem.  That  is  the 
way  things  were  done  in  Noah’s  time 
so  why  shouldn’t  he  approve?  Evelyn 
Svedeman  lost  no  time  in  vamping 
the  Freshman — not  even  while  eating, 
and  what  a  lunch  it  was!  We  were 
all  gorging  ourselves  to  the  utter¬ 
most  when  suddenly  Arthur  Liddell, 
Sam  Armour  and  Lionel  Bush  jumped 
up  and  procuring  a  large  and  heavy 


hammer  they  placed  something  in¬ 
visible  on  a  massive  block  of  wood 
which  was  near  by  and  pounded  with 
all  their  might.  After  which  proced¬ 
ure  they  laughed  till  tears  rolled 
down  their  cheeks.  Doris  Dennin 
nearly  choked  to  death  with  mirth. 
This  performance  was  repeated  sev¬ 
eral  times  and  my  curiosity  was  nat¬ 
urally  aroused.  “What  are  you  do¬ 
ing?”  I  asked.  “We  are  cracking 
jokes,”  gasped  Arthur.  “Why,  I 
can’t  see  any  joke,”  I  said,  bewild¬ 
ered.  At  that  the  three  fellows  rolled 
on  the  floor  with  laughter,  while  Doris 
wept  hysterically,  managing  however 
to  say,  “That  is  the  funny  part  of  it. 
No  one  but  myself  ever  sees  their 
jokes.” 

After  lunch  Gertrude  Mitchell  en¬ 
tertained  the  people  by  losing  her  bal¬ 
ance  and  one  ear  ring  and  falling  up 
stairs.  It  was  really  quite  a  stunt. 

We  had  too  many  strange  sights  to 
be  surprised  when  the  Fairy  Queen 
appeared  to  us.  Calling  Miss  Hath¬ 
away  to  her  she  said,  “My  friend, 
you  are  the  sweetest  and  best  of  us 
all,  and  you  shall  wear  my  crown.” 
Then  addressing  the  rest  of  us  she 
continued,  “I  am  very  glad  to  have 
had  the  opportunity  of  entertaining 
you  today  and  as  a  litttle  farewell  gift 
I  have  had  Mr.  Porter  design  and 
make  medals  for  you  all  which  my 
subjects  have  put  on  the  Christmas 
Tree.  They  will  be  given  to  you  di¬ 
rectly.  These  medals  are  sent  to  you 
from  the  Royal  Academy  of  Fine  Arts 
in  honor  of  the  splendid  work  you 
are  doing.  You  are  all  urged  to  ex¬ 
hibit  in  any  of  the  European  Gal¬ 
leries.  I  wish  you  all  a  very  merry 
Christmas.” 

If  you  do  not  believe  this  is  true, 
ask  Mrs.  Whittet,  because  during  the 
whole  day  she  sat  apart  taking  short¬ 
hand  notes  of  what  was  going  on  and 
she  ought  to  know. 

A  Senior. 
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Few  persons,  if  any,  have  been  more  energetic  in  promoting  the  cause  of 
art  education  in  the  present  decade  than  Royal  Bailey  Farnum,  present 
principal  of  the  Massachusetts  Normal  Art  School.  A  graduate  of  that  in¬ 
stitution  of  the  class  of  1906,  Mr.  Farnum  also  received  instruction  in  Eng¬ 
land,  Italy,  Germany  and  Belgium,  and  later  presided  over  the  American  Com¬ 
mittee  of  the  Fifth  International  Art  Congress  at  Paris.  In  his  leadership  of 
the  Massachusetts  Normal  Art  School,  as  well  as  in  his  direction  of  art  educa¬ 
tion  in  this  state,  he  has  applied  those  broad  fundamentals  in  which  he  was 
schooled.” — From  Christian  Science  Monitor,  Boston,  November  g,  ig2$. 
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This  year  marks  the  Fiftieth  An¬ 
niversary  of  the  founding  of  M.N.A.S. 
Our  school  was  established  in  1873, 
the  direct  result  of  the  passage  of  an 
act  by  the  State  Legislature,  requir¬ 
ing  art  instruction  in  all  public 
schools.  This  Industrial  Drawing 
Act  was  the  culmination  of  a  state 
wide  agitation  for  education  in  draw¬ 
ing,  brought  to  a  focus  by  a  commit¬ 
tee  of  Boston  business  men  who 
were  impressed  by  the  economic  ne¬ 
cessity  of  more  public  and  industrial 
intelligence  along  art  lines.  Finding 
the  public  school  teachers  unable  to 
teach  the  new  subject  of  drawing, 
the  Board  of  Education  immediately 
took  steps  towards  securing  the  ser¬ 
vices  of  a  competent  Art  Instructor 
who  would  prepare  courses  for  the 
cities  and  towns  and  train,  through 
lectures  and  school  visitations,  the 
regular  grade  teachers. 

In  1871  Walter  Smith,  then  in 


charge  of  the  Art  School  at  Leeds, 
England,  accepted  the  part  time  po¬ 
sition  of  Director  of  Art  Education 
in  Massachusetts.  In  his  first  report 
(1872)  was  mentioned  a  proposed 
Normal  Art  School. 

Nothing  was  done  until  November 
6,  1873,  when  the  dwelling  at  33  Pem¬ 
berton  Square  was  opened  as  The 
Massachusetts  Normal  Art  School, 
bringing  into  existence  the  first  and 
only  State  School  of  Art.  Beginning 
the  third  year,  ten  additional  rooms 
at  28  School  Street  were  leased  for 
five  years,  after  which  time  the  school 
located  in  the  Deacont  House,  1679 
Washington  Street.  In  1886,  the 
fourteenth  year  of  its  existence,  the 
school  moved  to  its  present  location. 
For  thirty-six  years  it  has  been 
housed  in  its  present  quarters,  long 
since  out-grown  and  now  inadequate 
for  its  work.  Plans  are  now  being 
Turn  to  page  nine 


The  Christmas  Art  yum 


Page  Seven 


EDITORIAL  STAFF 

Editor  in  Chief,  FRED.  A.  RUSSELL 

Associate  Editor,  ROSALIND  WINSLOW  Literary  Editor.  ANN  D.  IDE 
Business,  KRIS  MAGNUSSON  Advertising,  GORDEN  N.  SHAFIRO 

Publicity,  ELMER  E.  HALL 

CLASS  EDITORS 

Senior  Junior  Sophomore  Freshman 

Marcia  Hosford  Emma  Osgood  Marion  P.  Clark  Morris  Greyser 


LITERARY  CLUB 


1  wonder  if  you  all  think  that  the 
Literary  Club  is  one  of  these  “mind 
improving"  affairs  which  should  he 
avoided  like  the  plague  !  ’Less  up,  do 
you?  I’m  inclined  to  think  that  if 
you  dropped  in  at  Room  8,  on  a  Mon¬ 
day  afternoon,  you  might  form  an 
opinion  which  would  be  altogether 
different.  It  is  ever  so  interesting  to 
discuss  current  literature,  informally, 
with  a  few  of  the  instructors,  and 
among  ourselves.  We  always  have 
opinions  of  our  own,  and  Literary  Club 
offers  an  atmosphere  wherein  one  is 
not  afraid  to  offer  them. 

It  is  the  newer  works,  in  poetry  and 
prose,  which  the  Club  is  interested  in 
at  present,  for,  after  all,  do  we  not 
hear  quite  a  bit  (through  Art  history 
and  English  classes)  of  the  older 
classics?  How  many  of  you  have 
read  the  “Americanization  of  Edward 
Bok,”  by  Edward  Bok  himself?  This 
book  was  discussed  at  one  of  our 
meetings,  and  we  discovered  there 
were  countless  incidents  in  it  to  at¬ 
tract  attention  and  sustain  interest. 
Recently  Mr.  Jamison  read  a  few  of 
Joyce  Kilmer’s  poems,  and  to  make 
things  more  vitally  memorable,  “Dan" 
McCarthy  (the  “soldier”  junior)  gave 
us  snatches  of  war  life  during  the 
American  campaign  in  Sergy,  the  last 
of  July,  1918.  It  was  at  this  time  that 
Sergeant  Kilmer,  leading  his  men 
“over  the  top”  was  fatally  wounded. 
Dan  also  gave  us  a  rapid  sketch  by 
way  of  illustration,  so  we  cannot  help 
but  connect  our  thoughts  of  the  poet 
Kilmer  with  the  gallant  American  who 
paid  the  supreme  sacrifice. 


ASSEMBLY  NOTES 

Due  to  our  willing  song  leaders,  the 
community  singing  at  the  assemblies 
has  improved  very  much.  With  Dick 
Ellinger  back  on  the  job  as  musical 
director,  the  school  orchestra  has  re¬ 
organized  and  is  giving  to  the  school 
some  very  good  orchestration  selec¬ 
tions.  — 

CRAFTS  CLUB 

The  Crafts  Club  is  getting  along 
very  well,  but  in  looking  over  the 
list  of  members  we  find  that  most 
of  them  are  Freshmen  or  Juniors. 
The  Seniors  can  be  excused  because 
this  is  their  busy  year,  but  what  is 
the  matter  with  the  Sophomores? 
Come  and  help  us  make  it  a  bigger 
club.  At  present  the  members  are 
taking  up  basketry  work.  It  isn’t 
very  difficult  and  some  very  useful 
and  pretty  work  is  being  turned  out 
in  the  form  of  trays,  hanging  baskets 
and  lamp  vases. 

GIRLS’  ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION 

Girls,  you  really  ought  to  join  our 
gym  class.  The  class  is  held  every 
Wednesday  afternoon  at  the  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  gym.  There  is  “floor”  work  of 
all  kinds,  including  dancing.  At  first 
there  was  more  than  one  girl  seen 
gingerly  crawling  up  stairs  but  we 
soon  got  over  our  lameness  for  we 
found  the  saying,  “The  first  hundred 
times  are  the  hardest”  to  be  very 
true.  Some  of  the  members  may 
finally  take  up  stage  work,  because 
among  our  specialties  is  clog  danc¬ 
ing.  Basketball  hasn’t  started  yet 
but  it  will  be  held  on  Thursday  after¬ 
noons  at  the  Cadet  Armory,  Columbus 
Avenue.  Lt.  Col.  Horace  Landon  has 
offered  to  coach  the  teams. 
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Continued  from  November  Artgum 


This  time  we  have  a  different  kind 
of  a  car,  “a  tourist  sleeper.”  It  is  a 
good  clean  car  but  the  furnishings 
throughout  are  decidedly  plainer  and 
there  are  cane  seats  instead  of  plush 
as  in  the  standard  Pullman.  The  peo¬ 
ple  are  more  social  though  apparently 
less  wealthy.  If  you  ride  in  a  tourist 
sleeper  you  are  not  allowed  in  the 
observation  car.  But  you  can  have 
a  very  good  time  just  the  same  and  it 
only  costs  about  half  as  much,  which 
may  be  worth  considering.  However, 
there  are  same  advantages  and  one 
is  that  the  tourists’  cars  are  always 
in  front  of  the  standard  and  almost 
always  stop  nearer  the  lunch  room 
at  the  stations  and  you  have  the  first 
chance  at  “eats”  if  you  are  lively. 

In  the  morning  we  are  near  the 
Missouri  River  and  we  are  glad  it  is 
daylight.  We  crawl  slowly  and  high 
above  it.  Of  course  it  is  water  but 
you  think  of  it  as  liquid  soil,  rich, 
creamy,  yellow-red  soil  sweeping  by 
on  its  way  to  the  Gulf.  One  would 
have  a  murky  time  swimming  in  it 
and  if  you  fell  in  with  your  best 
clothes  on,  O  my! 


We  arrive  at  Kansas  City  and  it  is 
the  cleanest,  most  attractive,  well 
kept  city  in  the  middle  of  the  coun¬ 
try.  The  Union  Station  is  really  beau¬ 
tiful,  at  least,  the  interior  is,  and  so 
roomy  and  modern  and  with  every 


convenience  one  can  think  of  for 
travelers  !  You  can  have  a  fine  bath 
for  thirty-five  cents  and  it  would  be 
glorious  if  the  soap  would  lather  bet¬ 
ter  but  this  is  where  they  have  “hard 
water.”  Here  the  Harvey  System  of 
dining  and  lunch  rooms  begins  and 
from  now  on  good  food  is  very  rea¬ 
sonable  all  the  way  to  Los  Angeles. 

Now  we  are  speeding  away  with 
the  last  big  city  behind  and  a  new 
interest  in  all  we  see  because  we  feel 
that  we  are  at  the  beginning  of  the 
real  West.  But  the  cultivated  soil 
still  continues.  We  are  in  the  great¬ 
est  block  of  tillable  land  in  all  the 
world  and  hundreds  of  miles  yet  to 
go.  But  how  we  wish  we  could  live 
in  the  pioneer  days  while  we  are  go¬ 
ing  across  and  travel  in  a  stage  coach, 
see  great  herds  of  buffalo,  have  a 
prairie  fire,  and  get  chased  by  a  band 
of  Indians  hunting  for  scalps! 
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Seeing  the  Country  All  Around 


At  last  we  are  in  Colorado  and 
things  are  beginning  to  change.  The 
land  is  dryer  and  irrigation  begins. 
The  mountains  do  not  come  in  sight 
until  we  reach  Trinadad  one  hundred 
and  sixty-five  miles  west  of  the  line. 
These  mountains  are  rather  disap¬ 
pointing  (the  high  mountains  are 
farther  north)  and  while  we  have  at 
times  three  engines,  two  in  front  and 
one  behind  to  climb  the  grades  our 
highest  elevation  is  only  7245  feet  at 
the  continental  divide  and  there  is  no 
snow  on  the  mountain  peaks  in  Aug¬ 
ust. 

We  have  come  to  the  high  plateau 
between  the  Rockies  and  the  Sierra 
Madre  and  have  thunder  storms  all 
the  way  across  because  it  is  the  rainy 
season  for  this  country.  It  is  a  lonely 
place  and  the  land  is  greatly  eroded 
in  some  places  and  you  wonder  how 
the  cattle  can  find  enough  to  live  on 
during  the  greater  part  of  the  year. 

Here  and  there  are  high  hills  of  vol¬ 
canic  cinders  from  which  our  road 
bed  has  been  made  for  many  miles 
and  the  steam  shovels  are  busy  at 
work  loading  trains  with  these  cin¬ 
ders  as  we  go  by.  The  petrified  for¬ 
est  is  near,  only  seven  miles  away. 

At  Williams,  we  leave  our  pleasant 
Grand  Canyon  tourist  friends  behind. 
How  we  would  like  to  go  with  them 
and  tramp  down  Bright  Angel  Trail 
once  more  ! 

Now  we  come  to  the  last  lap  of  the 
journey  and  it  will  be  down  hill  nearly 


all  the  way  to  Needles  which  is  over 
the  line  and  at  the  beginning  of  Cali¬ 
fornia.  It  is  very  warm  at  Needles 
and  the  farther  we  go  the  worse  the 
country  is  because  this  is  the  real 
desert  and  it  extends  for  hundreds  of 
miles.  It  is  a  wearisome  journey 
across.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  be  in  a 
desert  at  least  once  because  you  will 
appreciate  green  country  as  never 
before  if  you  ever  get  back  to  it. 

At  last  the  orange  country  begins 
to  come  and  the  vineyards  too  but 
you  notice  there  would  be  no  oranges 
or  vineyards  if  it  were  not  for  irriga¬ 
tion  and  the  beautiful  country  you 
expected  to  see  is  not  to  be  seen  at 
all  in  the  summer  time.  It  does  not 
compare  at  all  with  the  green  vel¬ 
vety  wooded  country  of  New  England 
with  its  beautiful  running  streams  of 
sparkling  water. 

Los  Angeles  at  last !  What  a  city 
it  is  with  its  enthusiasm  in  every¬ 
thing  and  its  joy  in  living!  It  would 
never  do  to  describe  Los  Angeles  in  a 
paragraph,  not  even  in  Massachu¬ 
setts,  so  perhaps  the  best  thing  to  do 
now  is  to  bring  this  little  story  to  a 
close. 


The  End 

Continued  from  page  six 
drafted  for  the  new  quarters  to  be 
erected  on  the  twenty  acres  purchased 
in  1915,  and  located  at  Commonwealth 
Avenue,  Washington  and  Warren 
Streets,  Brighton. 

The  Massachusetts  Normal  Art 
School  has  well  served  its  purpose. 
In  the  words  of  Henry  Turner  Bailey, 
’86.  director  of  the  Cleveland,  Ohio. 
School  of  Art,  “There  is  hardly  an  art 
teacher  whose  training  and  present 
position  are  not  due,  directly  or  in¬ 
directly,  to  the  influence  of  the  Mass¬ 
achusetts  Normal  Art  School.” 
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THE  ’24s 

Oh,  dear,  what  is  to  become  of  our 
class?  Falling  in  the  clutches  of — 
Freshman  Class! 

After  spending  three  long  years  to¬ 
gether  we  had  just  about  decided 
that  NO  one  (not  even  “Hicksey”) 
could  win  the  hearts  of  our  two  best 
“woman  haters !”  Alas,  it  is  a  cruel 
world !  'Long  comes  some  small 
Freshman,  pretty  girls,  much  short 
tresses — they  fall,  now,  we  see  all 
sorts  of  funny  happenings!  New 
suits,  new  hats  and  much  lingering 
about  the  sink  and  Freshman  classes. 
Oh,  I  ask  you,  dear  classmates,  “ain’t 
love  grand?’’ 

By  the  way  (while  we’re  talking 
about  Freshmen),  do  be  careful, 
Polly,  you  are  a  big  girl  now.  How¬ 
ever,  we  must  admit  he  is  quite 
“some  boy!’’ 

We  see  Faunce  is  still  partial  to 
Freshmen.  Is  it  because  they  are 
young,  in  fact,  too  young  to  decide 
for  themselves  ! 

Harold  Lindergreen  made  several 
masks  for  the  Health  Pageant  which 
was  given  a  short  time  ago  at  Me¬ 
chanics  Building.  We  think  Hal  is 
quite  some  boy !  Ask  the  design 
class.  Hal,  being  the  only  boy  in  the 
design  class,  makes  the  competition 
very  exciting  for  all  except  Hal.  We 
fear  Dot  is  walking  away  with  all 
honors  this  year.  She  has  postponed 
her  wedding  a  month  now — all  on  ac¬ 
count  of — well,  draw  your  own  con¬ 
clusions,  girls !  Try  and  get  Walter 
Bennett,  Dot ! ! ! 

Have  you  all  heard  the  latest  ru¬ 
mor?  It  is  only  a  rumor,  but  I  have 
heard  it  is  really  true.  Some  one  by 
chance  looked  at  Mr.  Loyal  Edward 
Faunce’s  upper  lip,  through  a  magni¬ 
fying  glass,  and,  lo !  and  behold!  a 
small  collection  of  fuzz  was  visible. 
Oh  !  can  it  be  possible  that — oh,  but 
no,  he  surely  couldn’t  expect  it  to 
really  grow!  We  expect  Faunce  to 
put  away  childish  things  next  year. 


THE  ’25* 

The  juniors  wish  to  thank  each  and 
every  one  of  you  who  helped  to  make 
the  Junior-Freshman  afternoon  dance 
such  a  success.  We  hope  everybody 
had  a  good  time  and  we  want  the 
Freshmen  to  regard  us  from  now  on 
as  friends  willing  to  help  them  at  any 
time.  You  will  all  admit  that  the 
Teddy  Bear  Orchestra  sure  did  its 
part. 

For  the  benefit  of  some  of  our 
Junior  English  students  some  kind 
person  has  looked  up  the  meaning  of 
the  word  “canine.”  The  definition  is 
as  follows:  “Having  the  properties 
or  qualities  of  a  dog.”  Wolves  weren’t 
included  in  this  definition. 

Listen,  have  you  heard  the  latest 
bit  of  gossip?  There  seems  to  be 
two  more  members  of  the  school,  one 
a  junior,  who  would  like  to  be  in¬ 
cluded  in  the  M.  N.  A.  S.  Rose  Gar¬ 
den.  It  seems  that  Ruth  Bachelder’s 
Romeo  even  calls  for  her  during  the 
anatomy  period. 

It  is  really  a  shame  that  Millie 
Black  didn’t  take  up  Post  Office 
work.  She  is  so  successful  at  hand¬ 
ling  mails  (?) 

Just  a  little  tip  to  “Bread”  and 
“Butter.”  Sloan’s  Liniment  is  just 
the  thing  to  take  away  that  lameness 
that  you  acquired  from  the  gym 
classes. 

Wanted  : — A  smile,  guaranteed  not 
to  wear  out.  Please  see  Frances 
Glennon.  Some  of  our  freshmen 
have  complained  because  Frances 
doesn’t  smile  at  them. 

So  sorry  that  Yale  gave  Princeton 
such  a  licking,  Alice. 

Joe  Heffernan  is  still  holding  the 
highest  honors  in  the  Drawing  and 
Painting  Composition  class.  Henry 
Wilson  is  a  close  second. 

Speaking  of  compositions,  “Jinks” 
has  quite  a  clever  snapshot  entitled 
“George  Washington  Crossing  the 
Delaware.”  It  might  serve  as  an 
amusing  contribution  to  the  Year 
Book. 
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THE  26’s 

Dorothy  White  entertained  sixteen 
of  us  at  her  home  Hallowe’en  night. 
There  was  a  “cob-web”  party  during 
which  a  great  many  of  us  wished  we 
had  taken  out  a  life  insurance  policy. 
We  haven’t  quite  thought  of  any¬ 
thing  as  yet  for  revenge,  Dorothy. 
Fortunes  of  all  were  told  except  Fred 
Robinson’s.  We  fear  our  noble 
president  is  keeping  something  from 
us.  Dancing  and  luncheon  followed. 
Dorothy,  you're  a  “peach.” 

Three  of  our  most  popular  classes — 
Oils — Wednesday  morning.  Water- 
color — Thursday  afternoon.  Antique 
— Friday  afternoon.  I  wonder  why?? 

Judging  from  the  little  test  we  re¬ 
cently  had  in  English,  someone  is 
struggling  bravely.  Upon  writing 
the  biography  of  Mary  Wollastone- 
craft  Godwin,  he  writes,  “Mary’s 
dates  were  from  1759-1797.”  Not  so 
bad — and  “My  Eye  Went  up  Upward 
when  I  Beheld  I  Saw  a  Rainbow  in 
the  Sky,”  for  “My  Heart  Leaps  Up 
When  I  Behold  a  Rainbow  in  the 
Sky.” 

The  Seniors  have  it,  the  Juniors 
have  it,  the  Freshmen  have  it,  and 
now  we  have  it.  WEat  is  it?  That 
of  cultivating  the  upper  lip.  One  has 
to  perceive  quite  closely,  but  never¬ 
theless  it  is  there,  and  last  I  heard 
he  is  doing  his  best. 

Poor — is  worrying  terribly.  What 
has  come  over  him  of  late?  We 
think  he  is  in  love.  Who  wouldn’t 
be?  Look  at  this  precious  little  note 
folded  into  almost  nothing  he  found 
deep  in  his  smock  pocket. 

Dearest : — 

I’ve  fallen  in  love  with  your  voice. 
It  is  sublime.  It  fills  me  with  a  ce¬ 
lestial  flame  when  I  hear  it  soar  like 
a  lark.  It  is  NOT  your  voice— it  is 
you.  I  feel  your  very  soul  through 
your  voice  and  mine  responds. 

Beloved. 

They  say  he  has  so  many  lady  loves 
it  is  rather  hard  to  surmise  just  who 
the  “lonely  heart”  is. 


THE  27’s 

An  elastic  has  a  snappy  line,  so  has 
Roy  Staples,  our  cub  president. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Freshman 
Class  held  on  Monday,  November  19, 
1923,  the  yearlings  were  organized 
and  election  of  class  officers  took  place. 

President  . Roy  Staples 

Vice-President  . Earl  Bassett 

Secretary  . Irene  Lord 

Treasurer  . Frank  Kean 

A  new  member  of  the  Artgum 
Staff  was  appointed.  He  is  Morris 
Greyser;  you  can’t  miss  him.  He  has 

dark  hair  and  wears  tortoise  shell 

eyeglasses.  Give  him  the  dope. 

The  class  was  very  well  represented 
at  the  meeting  and  every  one  was 
enthusiastic.  The  cubs  promise  to  be 
pretty  lively  but  it  remains  to  be 
seen  whether  or  not  they  can  come 
up  to  last  year’s  freshman  class. 
Wait  till  Mr.  Ray  puts  ’em  through 
the  mill — eh  what,  Mr.  Ray. 


CHRISTMAS 

“Take  thou  thy  harp,  my  comrade, 
And  sing  me  a  Christmas  lay” — 
“What  shall  I  sing  of  Christmas 
What  is  there  left  to  say?” 

‘What  matters  the  verse,  my  comrade 
What  matters  the  tunes  you  play, 
Only  express  the  spirit 
Of  peace  and  joy  today.” 

So  the  minstrel  plucked  on  his  harp 
strings 

And  chanted  a  carol  gay 

Of  life  and  of  love  and  of  promise 

And  of  the  first  Christmas  Day. 

And  the  words  took  on  a  new  mean¬ 
ing 

Though  old  as  the  hills  were  they 
For  each  man  builds  his  own 
Christmas 

As  a  sculptor  fashions  his  clay. 

Mary  Fracy,  ’25. 
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The  “West  Wind” 


IN  DIFFERENT  PLACES 

How  many  of  you  have  seen  the 
three  exhibitions  at  Doll  and  Rich¬ 
ards,  71  Newbury  Street,  which  close 
early  this  week?  They  are  all  “hang 
overs”  from  the  past  month,  but 
seem  to  represent  a  portion  of  the 
moving  forces  in  art  circles  of  the 
moment.  Mr.  M.  Lesley  Bush- 
Brown’s  pastels  are  delightful  in¬ 
deed.  They  are  chiefly  portraits, 
done  as  a  skilful  draftsman,  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  her  medium,  can  do. 
The  study  of  Lincoln,  which,  by  the 
way,  resulted  in  a  large  portrait,  is 
firmly  and  beautifully  represented.  I 
overheard  the  artist  say  that  she  was 
truly  pleased  when  anyone  spoke  of 
that  particular  sketch.  Do  we  won¬ 
der?  Another  exhibitor  is  John 
Winkler,  who  offers  a  varied  collec¬ 
tion  of  etchings.  Then  in  the  large 
gallery  there  are  the  water  colors  by 
Sears  Gallapher.  These,  I  understand, 
are  results — brilliant,  individual  results 
of  a  summer  and  fall  at  Monhegan 
and  Jackson.  The  illustration  here  is 
a  reproduction  of  one  of  the  water 
colors — “Black  Rock,”  and  the  artist 
has  treated  an  old  subject:  rocks,  a 
bit  of  sky  and  ocean  surf  in  an  un¬ 
usual  and  pleasing  way.  Ye  land¬ 
scape  aspirants  *can  well  appreciate 


the  beauty  of  Mt.  Washington’s 
snow-capped  summit,  as  Mr.  Galla¬ 
gher  has  rendered  it,  the  dazzling 
pools  and  falls,  the  surf  and  autumn- 
tinted  mountains.  By  the  way,  ere  I 
forget  it,  Mr.  Gallagher  also  is  ex¬ 
hibiting  etchings  in  these  galleries, 
this  month.  The  “West  Wind” 
shown  here  makes  you  wish  to  see 
all  the  collection,  doosn’t  it?  It  had 
the  same  effect  on  me. 

How  many  students  know  Grace 
Llorne’s  gallery?  Oh,  you  Rockport 
fans  are  well  acquainted,  of  course, 
with  her  coffee  house,  but  how  many 
of  you  have  discovered  her  spacious 
exhibition  rooms  tucked  away  be¬ 
neath  the  sidewalk  on  Stuart  Street, 
just  below  Dartmouth?  Ross  Mof¬ 
fett  and  John  Parker  have  brilliant 
colored  canvasses,  which  will  be 
shown  there  the  fifteenth,  while  Harry 
Leith-Ross  offers  a  varied  exhibition 
into  the  latter  part  of  the  month.  By 
the  by,  if  you’re  still  searching  for  a 
luncheon  place,  try  Grace  Horne’s. 
You’ll  be  royally  satisfied.  And  when 
you  leave,  note  the  jolly  stained-glass 
medallion  on  the  door!  It  says 
“Come  again,”  doesn’t  it?  (You  can’t 
see  it  from  the  street,  but  then  we’re 
always  getting  fooled  in  this  art  game, 
aren’t  we?) 


Black  Rock 
Sears  Gallagher 
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Over  at  the  Guild  there  is  Richard 
Recchia’s  showing  of  sculpture;  that 
is,  until  the  eighth,  and  Frank  Ben¬ 
son’s  water  colors,  dazzling  things, 
through  this  week.  Take  a  glimpse 
at  the  two  portraits;  one  by  Lillian 
W.  Hale,  the  other  by  Philip  I.  Hale, 
if  you  are  in  Division  Three.  Per¬ 
sonally  Pd  like  to  know  the  lad, 
wouldn’t  you?  And  I  wonder  if  the 
lass  in  white  could  possibly  be  more 
beautiful.  They’re  masterful  can¬ 
vases,  both. 

At  the  Art  Club  this  month,  com¬ 
mencing  this  Wednesday,  are  the  ex¬ 
hibitions  of  paintings  by  Ambrose 
Webster  and  Oliver  Chaffee,  both 
well  worth  more  than  one  visit.  Try 
two — and  I  think  you’ll  go  again. 

That’s  all  for  now ;  isn’t  there  quite 
enough  to  see? 

A.  D.  I,  ’25. 


STUDENT  ASSOCIATION 

The  Christmas  spreads  are  to  be 
conducted  as  in  previous  years.  That 
is,  each  class  will  have  their  individual 
spread  among  themselves.  After  the 
various  spreads  are  over,  meaning 
when  there  is  nothing  left  to  eat,  all 
the  classes  will  adjourn  to  the  hall. 

It  has  always  been  the  custom  for 
each  class  to  give  some  sort  of  an 
entertainment,  followed  by  dancing. 
It  will  probably  be  the  same  this 
year.  There  is  really  no  need  of  ex¬ 
plaining  further  or  helping  to  decide 
what  shall  be  done  at  each  spread. 
We  usually  do  everything  there  is  to 
do,  and  then  some ! 

If  ‘you’re  good  Freshmen,  maybe 
Santa  Claus  will  visit  you ! 

The  five  dollar  membership  fees 
are  coming  in  now,  but  there  are  still 
a  large  number  that  have  not  paid. 

It  won’t  be  long  before  our  class 
dances  now.  The  Student  Associa¬ 
tion  membership  card  admits  you  to 
your  OWN  class  dance.  You  had 
better  hurry  up  and  pay  that  five  dol¬ 
lars.  It  also  admits  you  to  your 
Christmas  spread! 


ALUMNI  NOTES 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS  AND  A 
HAPPY  NEW  YEAR,  Alumni  of 
M.  N.  A.  S. 

We  know  it  makes  you  start  to 
hear  that  so  early,  so  we  hasten  to 
assure  you  that  you  are  not  Rip  Van 
Winkles  who  have  slept  the  twenty 
days  before  Christmas  as  you  almost 
believed  when  you  saw  our  good 
wishes,  but  this  is  the  only  oppor¬ 
tunity  for  all  of  us  to  give  them  to 
all  of  you,  so  we  took  it ! 

Miss  Irma  Coffrin  is  now  the  most 
recent  Alumna  who  has  returned  to 
us  as  an  instructor.  Beside  her 
friendly  and  helpful  criticisms  we  be¬ 
lieve  she  has  in  store  an  extra-special 
spark  of  pep  and  inspiration  for 
every  individual  who  has  the  advan¬ 
tage  of  coming  in  contact  with  her. 

The  Juniors  were  all  delighted  with 
the  opportunity  to  point  out  “Jack” 
Alcott  to  their  Freshmen  at  their 
dance  a  few  weeks  ago.  It  pleases 
us  to  think  that  though  he,  himself, 
is  no  longer  in  school,  his  heart  is  ! 


CLASS  OF  1923 

Alvin  Krone  is  in  the  employ  of 
Bigelow,  Kennard,  designing  chan¬ 
deliers. 

Lorna  Strong  is  doing  some  illus¬ 
trating  for  Mr.  Farnum. 

Margaret  Wilder  is  supervising 
drawing  in  Gardner,  Mass. 

Lena  Voohrees  is  designing  textiles 
in  New  York. 

Ralph  Scott  is  teaching  commercial 
drawing  at  the  Technical  High 
School,  at  Providence. 

Dick  Bailey  is  teaching  design  at 
the  same  school. 

Charles  Marston  has  continued 
studying  at  the  Art  Museum  School. 

Fabelle  Missirian  is  working  for  the 
Forbes  Lithograph. 

Christmas  is  nearly  here,  so  let’s 
all  get  together  and  have  one  grand 
and  glorious  spread.  Don’t  forget  the 
“Follies”  of  last  year! 
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DRESSES 

FOR 

% 

Dancing  Dinner  Evening 

WE  INVITE  YOU  TO  SEE  THEM 
Popular  Prices  Women’s  and  Misses’  Sizes 


FINE  QUALITY 

PINS  and  RINGS 

MADE  FOR  M.  N.  A.  S. 

By 

H.  W.  Peters  Co. 

5178  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON 


Ag.ent 

GEORGE  O.  YOUNG 
Sophomore 

SAMPLES  ON  DISPLAY 


Alumni 

Why  not  keep  informed 
about  the  old  school — about 
your  old  classmates? 

In  the  paper  published  by 
your 

J 

ALUMNI  ASSOCIATION 

you  can  find  this  informa¬ 
tion. 

Why  not  subscribe  for 

The  Massachusetts  Normal 
Art  School  Alumni  Asso¬ 
ciation  Bulletin? 


SPAULDING-MOSS  CO 

The  Artist  Shop 


Recognized  for  years  as 
“New  England  Headquarters” 
for  the  Artist  and  Art  Student 

Artists’  Stands 

Artists’  Sketching  Stools 
Artists’  Air  Brushes 

Artists’  Oil  and  Water  Colors 
Artists’  Easels 
Artists’  Smocks 


We  offer  the  most  extensive  line 
for  your  selection  based  on  high 
quality  and  moderate  prices. 

Drawing  Boards 
Tee  Squares 
Slide  Rules 
Drawing  Sets 

Tracing  Paper  and  Cloth 
Colored  Pencils 


CRAYONS 


ERASERS 


INKS 


ADHESIVES 


42  Franklin  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Just  off  Washington  Street 


PAPER 


A  Few  Blocks  Away 

.  ■■  ■  ~7 

We  operate  a  well  lighted  store  for 
your  convenience,  with  a  complete 
stock  of  artists’  and  draftsmen’s  sup¬ 
plies. 


SPECIAL  RATES 
extended  to 

NORMAL  ART  SCHOOL  STUDENTS 


B.L.  MAKEPEACE,  Inc. 

2  Stores 

394  BOYLSTON  STREET 
387  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Oils 

Varnishes 

Fixatives 


Crayons 

Pencils 

Pastels 


Reff  U  S.  Pat  Off  J 

THE  BAY  STATER 


WADSWORTH, 
HOWLAND  &  CO.,  INC. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers  of 

Artists’  and  Drawing  Supplies 
Drawing  and  Water  Color  Papers 

Special  Attention  to  Mail  Orders 

WADSWORTH, 
HOWLAND  &  CO.,  INC. 

222  Clarendon  Street 
84  Washington  Street 
1316  Beacon  Street,  Brookline 
141  Federal  Street 


■ 
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I  COMPLETE  LINE  OF 

EVERYTHING  IN 

I  ARTISTS’  MATERIALS 

STATIONERY 

BEST  LOCATION 

Spring  Binders  for  Philosophy  Notes 

1  Fountain  Pens 

Loose  Leaf  Supplies 

Courteous  and  Interested  Service 

Pencils 

L  Paper  \ 

CHRISTMAS  CARDS  TO  COLOR 

L  Printing  and  Engraving 

Lowest  Prices  in  the  City 

Deckle-Edge  Cards  and  Envel-  | 
I  opes  to  make  your  own  designs 
on 

|  Special  Discount  to  1 

Students 

FROST  &  ADAMS  CO. 

SAMUEL NAUCUS 

92  WASHINGTON  STREET  1 

127  ARCH  STREET 

BOSTON 

591  BOYLSTON  STREET 

^ _ _  _ 

*i  | 

Telephone,  Richmond  811  1 

FOR  THOSE  WHO  DISCRIMINATE 


DANCING 

Copley 

Ballroom 


Stuart  St.,  near  Huntington  Ave. 


DANCING  ASSEMBLES 

Tuesday,  Thursday,  Saturday 
Evenings 

Bert  Meyers  and  His  Orchestra 


y/'airJle/d 

Photographer  of  Groups 

240  HUNTINGTON  AVENUE 
SYMPHONY  SQUARE 
BOSTON 

We  are  official  Class  Photographers 
for  many  local  schools — and  for  the 
Class  of  1926— M.  N.  A.  S. 

May  we  not  show  you  examples  of 
our  workmanship  and  quote  you 
prices — before  you  make  other  ar¬ 
rangements  for  your  Class  Picture? 


SEE  ELMER  HALL 
Our  Representative  at  M.  N.  A.  S. 


